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The history is written by the winners 
by Wonderwhale 


Summary 


"His Loki (for the lack of a better term, really) was a prime example of how twisted history 
could get when coloured by the apparent winners. How much pain and damage it could 
cause. The worst part; the trickster god didn't seem to understand this about himself. 


For an untrained eye, everything seemed normal. But Mobius was more than trained when 
it came to Loki. To him, the subtle changes were clear as day." 


Loki's glamour is slowly fading away. Mobius notices and is there to comfort his partner 
when the time comes. 


Notes 


So I've got this extra boring job which is like 70% of just sitting around. So I did the only 
logical thing and wrote a fanfic with pen and paper and now I'm so regretting it. I have 
horrible handwriting and trying to understand some of the things I've written is pure torture. 
My dyslexia ain't helping with any of this bs. 


So I've read like so many Jétunn Loki fics already with Mobius comforting him through the 
change and I just love them. So here is my version of the trope! Not my best work tbh but I 
still enjoyed writing it. Also, I wasn't bored for a couple of days while at work, so that's a 
win for me xd. 


I imagine this would take place in another timeline where Loki didn't meet Sylvie right 
away, but instead stayed at the TVA and worked with Mobius on various cases. Idk I just 
wanted to use this setting :D 


But unlike in every other fic, I won't ramble too much and will instead let you delve right 
into the fic without further ado! 


Enjoy! 


See the end of the work for more notes 


"The history is written by the winners. Every historian knows this. Or at least they all should. And 
what else Mobius was, if not a glorified historian with bureaucracy and enough hands-on action to 
make any history major drool. Of course, Mobius' version of hands-on action was mostly just 
collecting evidence, resetting the timeline and interrogating occasional variants. That, and 
watching the variants’ life recordings. 


His Loki (for the lack of a better term, really) was a prime example of how twisted history could 
get when coloured by the apparent winners. How much pain and damage it could cause. The worst 
part; the trickster god didn't seem to understand this about himself. For an untrained eye, 
everything seemed normal. But Mobius was more than trained when it came to Loki. To him, the 
subtle changes were clear as day. 


* 
It all began with his reaction to different temperatures shifting. 


"Since when has Midgard felt like the damned Muspell?" Loki grumbled while they were 
investigating an incident in a small village in Spain. The temperature was not even 25 degrees in 
direct sunlight. 


"How are you cold, Mobius?" Loki asked when they were hunting a variant on a distant dwarf 
planet. It must have been around -30 degrees. Had Loki not noticed how he was the only one 
without a thick winter coat and was instead still wearing his usual VARIANT jacket? 


"How can there be no fans in the TVA? The place is so warm, it's a miracle it hasn't become a 
problem yet! Why are you smiling, Mobius? I'm dead serious, it's too warm in here." 


He got Loki a tabletop fan the next day. 


Mobius had two theories. 


The first one was that Loki had spent so much time away from his so-called father that whatever 
spell he had cast was finally fading away. Poetic, almost. Mobius like what it was implying. 


The second, more likely, theory was that Odin's glamour was powered by Loki's own magic. 
Something he didn't have inside the TVA. Those short moments outside were not enough to keep 
up the spell for an extended time. This was much, much more likely and even more just plain sad. 
Loki instinctively tried to use his magic all the time and Mobius did not miss the defeated look that 
flashed in the god's eyes every single time. 


Time and time again he had asked Ravonna to give Loki his magic back but was denied every 
single time. Now the last bit of magic was slowly leaving the trickster god. 


# 


Loki's fingers were cold as they wrapped around Mobius' hand, pulling him up. The variant had 
been more violent than expected. Before anyone had had the time to react, they had surged towards 
Mobius, knocking him to the ground. Luckily it had been Loki next to him and his magic quickly 
threw the variant away. They were pruned in an instant. 


"Are you okay?" Loki asked. His brows were furrowed in worry. His freezing fingers hovered on 
his face, looking for damage. 


"I'm fine, Loki. Only a couple of scrapes, nothing serious." 


And to prove a point, Mobius showed him the few scratches in his palms. They were still covered 
in sand and small pebbles. Suddenly there was a small flare of green magic and all the damage was 
gone, now replaced with a pair of pale hands. 


"You're almost burning hot," Loki gripped his hands tighter. "Are you sure you're alright?" 
"Yes, don't worry about it, Loki. Thank you." 
He didn't have the heart to mention the flush creeping on the god's face. 


% 


Her eyes were the next to change. That made Mobius just a little sad. He really liked the green. It 
was not very noticeable yet, just a slight hue close to her pupils. But Mobius could see the beautiful 
crimson there. Mingling with the green. She either didn't notice it or didn't want to acknowledge it. 


"You're staring", she raised her gaze from the file and stared back at him. Mobius looked away. 
"Did I? Sorry, I was just... oh, thinking", he finished lamely. Why had he denied it? 

"You do realize I know exactly when you're lying?" 

"Do you, now?" 


"They do not call me the Liesmith for no reason", she smiled widely. But there was something in 
her eyes. Hurt? Pain? This wasn't so desired a nickname. 


"So, pray tell, how does your all-mightiness know when I'm lying?" 


"Well, if you must know, you never look me in the eyes. You tense, look away and, more often 
than not, you look almost confused." 


"Right. Should I then start to refer to you as the goddess of reading body language?" she raised an 
eyebrow. 


"How did you know?" 


"Know what?" She glanced around, maybe checking if anyone else could hear them. 


"How did you know I was feeling more feminine today? I didn't say anything." 


Mobius smiled softly. He did not like how worried Loki looked. She still kept glancing around, 
nervousness clear from her face. 


"Loki, I've seen your whole life. Multiple versions of it. I'd be a terrible inspector if I couldn't pick 
up something so important as how to tell your current pronouns. After some time one gets a feel for 
it." 


She didn't say anything for some time. 
"So... you're not mad?" her voice was so soft he almost couldn't make out the words. 


"No! Why would I ever be- oh..." he could see the moment in Loki's life in front of his eyes. Odin's 
angry shouts, people's whispers, Frigga's sad gaze, powerless against her husband's anger. Thor 
hadn't been there. 


"Oh, Loki. It is completely okay. There is nothing wrong with you. Any part of you. How could I 
be mad when you are just being who you are?" 


She didn't seem entirely convinced, but he could see a slight shimmer of a smile dancing on her 
lips. 


"So can I get you anything to help you feel comfortable or do something else?" 


"Well, I guess I wouldn't mind having some..." 


The ridges had begun to seep through. Ever so faint lines were starting to form, creating their little 
patterns all over Loki's skin. Now he would certainly notice them, Mobius thought while looking at 
the sleeping figure. No one had yet arranged Loki his own quarters. Mobius has asked for those as 
well, but apparently, there were some bureaucratical concerns with issuing a variant their own 
living space outside of... well, cells. Luckily neither Loki nor Mobius minded too much about 
sharing a space. Loki insisted on sleeping on the couch, even if it was clearly too small for the tall 
god. His limbs were awkwardly hanging over the couch's edges, but that didn't seem to stop him 
from being deeply asleep. 


It wouldn't take long for the glamour to be fully gone. Mobius wouldn't be surprised if it happened 
before Loki would wake up. He wouldn't react very well, Mobius assumed. Should he leave? Let 
Loki have some space to process it all? Or would it be better to stay? Be there for him, give him 
the support the god would certainly need? Loki's eyes fluttered in his sleep. For a moment Mobius 
wondered what he was dreaming about. Hopefully something good. His own dreams had been 
filled with the sleeping god in front of him. Not that he'd ever say that aloud. No, that wouldn't do 
any good to anyone involved. 


In the end, Mobius didn't get to decide whether to stay or not. As he was preparing himself for yet 
another case, he quickly scribbled a small not for Loki. There was no reason to wake the god. This 
was just another basic level variant. 


When he shut the lights, Mobius could already see some blue shining through in the tips of Loki's 
long fingers. 


# 


So maybe some extra hands would have been useful. Mobius' ribs ached and he suspected the 
throbbing on his forehead was either from a cut or would soon form a mean bruise. A basic level 
variant, his ass. 


All those thoughts however were wiped from his mind when he opened the door and was faced 
with a dark room. A dark room with no Loki in it. Panic began to swell in his stomach. How long 
had he be gone in TVA terms? Had Loki run away? Was everything okay? Was Loki okay? What 
if- 


There was a light coming from under the bathroom door. 


"Loki? Are you in there?" Mobius asked carefully as he knocked on the door. It was locked. A 
sound, not too unlike a sob, came from the other side. 


"Go away, Mobius!" Loki hissed. Mobius sighed. 

"Come on, Loki. It's alright. Everything is just -" 

"If you're going to say that everything is fine, feel free to get lost!" 
"Loki... I really mean it. There is nothing wrong-" 


"Nothing wrong?" Loki's voice was raised, and Mobius could hear it tremble. "I'm a monster, 
Mobius. Don't you fucking get it? A monster, the boogie man parents warn their kids about. I'm, 
I'm..." 


"You're none of those. You're just you, Loki. No matter what you might look like, it doesn't just 
magically change who you are as a person." 


He received no answer. 


"Just... come out, Loki. I think we both would be more comfortable having this conversation face 
to face, not through a door like some low-quality romance novel." 


He was once again met with silence. He was almost going to turn around and start to look for his 
first aid kit when the door slowly opened. 


Loki looked the same as he did while touching the Casket of Winters. Beautiful blue skin 
decorated with lighter lines and striking red eyes. His face was flushed and it was clear he had been 
crying. 


"There you are. Thank you, Loki", he smiled. The expression was not mirrored. 
"How can you be so damn calm?" 

"Loki, again, I've watched through your whole life. I knew what to expect." 
"And you'd still let me stay? You'd willingly share your flat with a monster?" 


"Okay, let's get one thing perfectly clear. Neither you nor any of your people for that matter are a 
monster", Mobius took a small step towards Loki, but he backed away from him. 


"And how'd you know anything about that? You're just-" 


"I'm just the man who has seen the same exact thing happen time and time and time again. The 
history repeats itself and guess what? The history has always been written by the winners, Loki! 
They bend the truths, twist the stories and make themselves the good guys, who defeated the most 
horrid beasts and barbarians. But those claims, they are lies!" 


"But lies always have the truth in them. That's the key ingredient to a good lie." 


"Some, yes, maybe. Nowadays the jétnar are indeed more likely to be hostile towards Asgardians. 
They are instinctively on defence, which in turn causes the frostbites the Asgardians so fear-" 


"And there you go. We are, J am, dangerous, Mobius." 


"Are you afraid of me?" 
"What? No, why would I-" 
"Do you wish to harm me?" 
"What are you getting at?" 
"Do you?" 

"No! Of course, not!" 


"Then there is no reason for me to be worried about you hurting me. Most things about the frost 
giants that have been turned against them are defence mechanisms, Loki. ut to make their enemies 
look worse, the Asgardians made them seem like their natural state, giving them a reason to ‘protect 
their people’ from the monsters they themself created. JOtnar have their own practices, customs and 
culture that have only been demonized and used against them!" 


Mobius had started to pace somewhere along his rant. Loki miraculously stayed quiet, only staring 
at him. Loki's red eyes were opened wide and his mouth slightly agape, revealing long canines. 


When the silence only continued, Mobius decided to give Loki some space. Some time to process. 
He stepped past the j6tunn into the bathroom, where he could finally see the damage done to him. 
The pain turned out to only be a bruise, although a nasty one. His first-aid kit was on the shelf and 
he pulled out a disposable icepack and some painkillers. 


He hesitated to open his shirt to take a look at his side. When he did, he was met with an amount of 
blue enough to match the frost giant in his living room. He would be sleeping on his other side for 
weeks. Well, there wasn't much he could do about it now. So, he decided to return to the living 
room. 


Loki was sitting on the couch. He had brought his knees close to his chest and was resting his chin 
on them. Loki looked up and their gazes met. 


"You're hurt." It wasn't a question. 


"Only bruises." 


"If only I had my magic. I could help. Hel, none of this would have happened!" there was venom in 
his voice. Mobius shook his head and went to sit next to the god. He tensed a little but didn't move 
away. Little victories, Mobius mused. 


"Maybe, maybe not. No point in wondering such things. How are you?" he didn't get an answer 
right away. After what felt like hours, Loki whispered: 


"T don't know." 


"That's okay. I'll talk to Ravonna. No one here would care much about what you look like, but I'm 
guessing you would still prefer your Asgardian form?" 


"Yes," 


"How do you know so much about them?" 
"What? The frost giants?" Loki nodded. 


"Well, we obviously every once in a while have to deal with a frost giant variant, so knowing about 
them is important. But when I started to notice signs that you might lose your glamour soon, I dug 
up all our files on them." 


"Oh. Of course you did." 


"I could teach you about them, you know. If you wanted to. I promise to tell you everything 
without any outside opinions. Facts only, no Asgardian lies." 


"I... I guess I'd like that?" 


"Good. That's very good to hear." 


Mobius shifted a little on the sofa to get a better look at Loki. The movement caused the pain on 
his side to flare again. He let out a little hiss. 


"Are you sure I can't help with anything?" 


"Well, I guess you could get up and get me another icepack. I don't think there are any disposable 
ones left, but there should still be normal ones in the freezer." 


But Loki didn't get up. Instead, he studied Mobius, an idea clearly forming in his eyes. After some 
consideration, he looked Mobius in the eyes, question written on his face. Slowly he raised his 
hand and Mobius got it. Smiling, he nodded reassuringly. Still visibly worried, Loki leaned in and 
reached over to carefully place his cold fingers over Mobius' forehead. He wasn't as cold as literal 
ice, but the coolness was enough to numb the pain a little. 


"See, no need for me to worry", Mobius whispered. He didn't want to break the little moment they 
were having. Loki hummed and moved cautiously on the couch to sit a little closer. Their knees 
were now brushing against each other. 


"I think I'm making them colder. Does that make sense?" 


"Yes, it does. Thank you", he hummed. 
"How's your side?" 

"Not much better, if I'm being honest." 
"Let me?" 


"Sure, if you want to." 


Loki pulled the still open shirt to the side and pressed his palm softly against the bruises. A small 
gasp came from Mobius' mouth. 


"Sorry", Loki murmured. 
"No, it's fine. Just a little sore, that's all." 


"Okay." 


"You better watch out, Loki", Mobius joked after a while of them just sitting there. "I just might 
ask you to act as a portable icepack if you're not careful." 


"What? Am I going to become your glorified bodypillow, then?" finally Loki started to smile. 


"Funny you'd immediately jumped into sleeping with me. But of course, if you so desire, who am I 
to stop you?" 


Why did he say that? As if they weren't already nearing the line at an alarming rate. Maybe the hit 
on Mobius' head was worse than he thought. 


"But of course. We must ensure your comfort at all times", Loki's voice faltered only a little, his 
cheeks slightly flushing darker blue. The following silence felt awkward. 


"Would you mind, though? In all seriousness?" the question was about so much more than only 
sharing a bed. Mobius shook his head. Loki let his hand slide down to cradle his cheek. 


"Now I really wouldn't mind", Mobius felt the need to say it also aloud. Loki's fingers were warmer 
now when he didn't put in the effort to make them icy cold for him. 


"Yeah? I wouldn't either." 
"Okay. Good." 


"Good." 


They didn't stay like that for much longer after that. Mobius pulled back, saying something about 
eating and asking if Loki wanted anything. The god shook his head. Mobius only made a quick 
sandwich. The room remained quiet as he ate. 


"T'll go to sleep. We'll see Ravonna when I wake up. Is that alright?" 


"Yes, of course" 


"You coming? No pressure if you-" 
"Yes! I... [mean, why not." Mobius snorted. 


That night, despite the aches and bruises, Mobius slept better than in a very long time, with cold 
arms wrapped around him. 


% 


Loki's magic washed over Mobius' hands, mending the scraped skin, soothing the pain. When the 
green faded, it was replaced with long blue fingers delicately lifting his hand for a soft kiss on the 
healed knuckles. 


"So that's your secret! You just kiss it better", Mobius smirked at his partner. They were sitting on 
the couch once again, reminding them both of the first time Loki had turned. It had been already 
months since that. 


"Hush now. Let me look at your knee. You've bled through your trousers." 
"Don't drain yourself too much. I can handle a few little cuts just fine." 


When Loki had been allowed to have some of his magic back, the TVA had made sure there was 
just enough for him to hold his Asgardian appearance. Anything else and he'd return to his natural 
state. It seemed like the god had appointed himself as Mobius' personal healer. Loki didn't hesitate 
to drop his glamour in the safety of their shared flat to heal the little cuts and bruises he hadn't had 
the opportunity to heal outside of the TVA. 


"But why should you, when I can help?" Loki was already leaning down to roll up the fabric of 
Mobius' trousers. 


"Yes, I really do appreciate what you do. Just... don't overexert yourself for me, okay?" a gleam of 
green wiped away the cuts on his knee. 


"Okay. Ready for bed?" 
"I feel like I was ready for bed yesterday." 


"Me too." 


As they settled in, Mobius pressed himself close to the cool skin of his partner, feeling long arms 
snaking under him to wrap themselves around his middle. 


Poetic or not, Loki's glamour failing must have been the best thing to happen in both of their lives 
since they met. 


End Notes 


So that was that then. I hope you liked it :D 


I feel like my writing style was a little different in this one. Don't know if it's because I 
wrote it in a completely different mindset than usually (work vs. I'm Writing™ now) or 
because I just had a different character narrating the whole thing? Don't know if I like it or 
not? Feel free to give your opinions! Constructive criticism is always appreciated :P 


I don't know if I'll write more Lokius, no matter how much I love them. I'm very 
heartbroken about the season finale and I don't think I have the energy and the mental 
capacity to really tackle multiverse stuff. So for now this is all you're gonna get from me. 
But luckily the world is full of amazing authors who write this for the rest of us :D 


This fic was inspired by a large mix of those amazing Jotunn Loki fics out there! I hope 
mine can also help give ideas to other writers ¥ 


Now, I'll go to sleep (it's like 1 am soon) and then start to focus on updating my field trip 
fic, don't worry about that ;) 


See you!!! 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


